


The Tugedteof 

And thefe faime thoughts people this little world, 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : the better fort, 

As thoughts of things diuineareintermixc 

Witlvfcruples, and do fet the word is felfe 

Again!! thy word, as thus; Come little ones,& then agarne 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammed 

T o thread the final! pofterne of a fmall needles eye : 

T houghts tending to ambition they doe plot 
Vnlikelie wonders : how thefe vaineweake naylcs 
May teare a palfage thorow the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles : 

And lor they cannot die in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelues, 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor lhall not be the laft, like feely beggars $ 

Who fitting in the Stockcs, refnuge their flume, 

That many haue, and others mull fit there, 

And in this thought they find a kind of eafe, 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 

Of fuch as haue before indurdc the like* 

Thus play I in one Prifon many people, 

And none contented ; fometimes am I a King, 

Then T reafons mak e me wi fli my felfe a Begger, 

And fo 1 am : then crufliingPenurie 
Perfwadesme I was better when a King ; 

Then am I aKing againe, andby and by, 

Thinke thatlam vnkingdby Bullin<jbrooke> 

And ftraightasn nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing, (lull be pleafde,till he be eafdc 
With being nothing Muficke do I heare ; cMuftchsflaies. 
Ha, ha, keepetime ; how fowrefweete Muficke is 
W hen Time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mens liues : 

And heerehauel the daintinclfeof care 
To chcckc Time broke in difordcrcd firing: • 

But 
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Ricbardthc Second , , 

But for the concord ofmy Rate and time, 
had not an ear e to heare my true time broke: 

I watted T ime, and now doth time wafte me : 

For now hath time made his numbring clocke • 

My thoughts are minutes, and with fighes they iarre, 

T here watches on v nto mine eyes the outward watch, 
Whereto my fingerlike a Dials point, 

Is pointing (till, in cleanfing them from teares. 

Now fir, thefound that tels whathowre it is, 

Are clamorous groanes, which firike vpon my heart. 
Which is the Bdl: fo fighes, and Teares, and Groanes, 
ShewMinures, Times, and Hourcs: butmy Time 
Runnes porting on in Bullmgbrooks proud ioy, 

Whilel ftand fooling heere his iacke of the clocke: 

This Muficke maddes me, let it found no more 
For though it hath holp maddemenro their wits’ 

In me it feemes it will make wife men madde. 

Yet blefling on his heart that giues it me. 

For c is a ligne of louc : and loue to Richard, 

Is a ftrange brooch in this al-hating world. 

Enter a G roome of the Stable. 

Groome. Haile royall Prince. 

Rich. Thanks noble Peere: 

Thechcapeft ofvs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and howcommeft thou hither, 

Where no man euercomes but that fad Doggc] 

That brings me foode to make misfortune hue * 

Qroome. I was apooreGroomeofthy liable, King, 
When thou wert King j who trauelling towards Yorke. 
With much adoe fat lengthy haue gotten leau e 
Toloolce vpon my fometimes royall maifters face ; 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when 1 beheld 
In London rtreets that Coronation dav, 
when Bullwgbroeke rode on Roane Barbaric, 

1 hat Horrt, that thou fo often haft beftade, 
ihatHorfe, that lfo carefully haue dreft. 

Rtch, Rode heon Barbaric, tell me gentle friend, 
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